Quand toute son intention nlCtait que du ciel bleu
* the first time I met him I seduced him or at least if we looked back and had to say who seduced whom we would have to say it was me because I kissed him first and then he kissed me and then we were just tongues inside each other's mouths and she is the only person in the audience or a lump has been removed from my breast I am lying in a hospital bed and she is lying beside me she has also had a lump removed from her breast the doctor says our lumps are benign but they are missing to us anyway standing in a bookstore on Sunday afternoon she pulls down every new release of poetry and realizes she hates poetry after writing poetry for twenty years suddenly every bright flip of metaphor grates on her nerves like sunshine outside when she's inside writing wanting to be outside drinking wine at the cafe across the street a glass of white wine a cool glass of dry white wine * when you realize there is a rhythm in poetry stress, repetition, cadence carefully measured out so you can't break out you can argue about it in the kitchen strain against it even as it inserts a child into your life a house with a backyard when all you intended was blue sky * another time the girl from the back seat and I are sitting with a group of girls under a tree in a meadow we are older so the thickening of skin on our chests is thicker and some of us are pretending to be guys and the rest of us are pretending to be girls either way because of the pretending it's not lesbian % after this she grew up after this she fell in love with her Arab-Jewish boyfriend and got married after this she started running into the girl from the back seat of the car at the oddest of moments sometimes she can't stop writing about herself in the third person she thinks if she were the writer of the poetry she is reading she could simply stop writing and go to the cafe across the street for a glass of wine no one should have to tell someone else how good and cool a glass of wine would taste if she writes about herself in the second person she would have to tell herself things she does not want to hear when you make love with your husband you fantasize that you are with the girl from the backseat of the car you being second person plural so there is no question that you are making love and not masturbating you go to a play with your husband and discover it was written by the girl from the back seat of the car the girl being a woman now the play having occured before the lumps were removed from your breasts the you being second-person plural in the play two women are lying in bed dying and the doctor says they are dying so the audience knows they are dying and your husband leans over and whispers, "Christ, they are dying" even though the two women are in bed, lying together, clinging together there is no question the scene is not lesbian because of the dying it is a play in which the actors forget one or two of the lines after the author says, "whole chunks of text went missing" but the play closes in around the space and the audience does not notice the space after a while the author doesn't notice either * even without constructing a story this is what happens * after I decide that I hate poetry I find myself in the kitchen at a party talking to someone who says poetry is like wallpaper I spend the whole party in the kitchen arguing the merits of poetry arguing with him even as he is leaving all the way down the hallway and into the elevator until I can see he is afraid that I will follow him home you have to be pulled out of the elevator by your Arab-Jewish husband who wants to be friends with everyone * I am not able to dissect which part of me is Arab and which part is Jewish my psychiatrist says that my being Canadian and WASP makes it an interesting theoretical question, but how could you know anyway? after the play I have a reunion with the playwright who used to be the girl from the back seat of the car we hug to say hello then we hug to say goodbye in between we get each other glasses of wine because it is opening night and there is free wine after that we walk each other to the door because the reception is over and in the space she says 
